WANDER-BIRDS

roads are constantly running up to two or three
thousand feet and down again5 that the deadly sin
of envy really flourishes. For there the little car
must abjectly acknowledge its littleness. The
superiority of 40 H.P. over 10 H.P. is only too
painfully apparent. It was on the Mont Cenis
that the cup of our humiliation flowed over and
the blackest envy filled our souls. We had
started from Turin. For the first thirty miles
the road is perfectly flat. We rolled along it in
very dashing style 5 the smaller Fiats ate our dust.
In front of us3 like an immense uneven wall, the
Alps rose suddenly out of the plain. Susa lies at
the head of a long flat-bottomed valley that leads
into the heart of the hills. You pass through the
town and then^ suddenly, without warning, the
road begins to climbs steeply. It goes on climb-
ing without respite for the next fifteen miles.
The top of the pass is six thousand five hundred
feet above the sea. The Citroen went into
second and remained there j slowly we puffed up
the long ascent. We had gone about a mile5
when we became aware of a noise coming up
from the valley, a noise like the noise of massed
machine-guns. It grew louder and louder. A
minute later a huge red Alfa Romeo road racer,
looking suspiciously like the machine that had
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